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About fou»zo’cloclg in the afternoon of the Picnic,
Mrs Appleyard awoke from a long luxurious nap on the
drawing-room sofa. She had been dreaming, as she often
did, of her late husband. This time they were walking along
the Pier at Bournemouth, where a number of pleasure craft
and fishing boats were tied up. ‘Let us go for a sail, my dear,’
said Arthur. A fourposter bed with an old-fashioned box
mattress was bobbing about on the waves. ‘Let us swim
for it,’ said Arthur, and taking her arm dived into the sea.
To her surprise and pleasure she found herself swimming
beautifully, cutting through the water like a fish, without
using her legs or arms. They had just reached the fourposter
and were climbing on board when the sound of White-
head running the lawn-mower under the window put an
end to the delightful dream. How Arthur would have
revelled in the respectable luxuries of life at Appleyard |
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s a scrape of the desk on the floorboards 4
There wa hurtling towards the locked door.

ans went ;
Mrs ?::lsu“ had gone down in a blaze of theatnc_all pink

o 0’;1;'3‘[;§hind the College tower. Mrs Appleyard had
caten a substantial supper on a tray in her study: cold
chicken, Stilton cheese and chocolate mousse. Meals at the
College were unfailingly excellent. Sara had been sent to
bed dry-eyed and unrepentant with a plate of cold mutton
and'a glass of milk. In the lamp-lit kitchen Cook and a
couple of the maids were playing cards at thS scrubbed
wooden table, capped and aproned ready for Ehe msffl;l‘}}lenl:l.t .
teturn of the picnickers, |
T9¢'The night gradually darkened and thickened. The tall
almost empty house for once had fallen silent, filled with
shadows, even after Minnie had lighted the lamps on the
cedar staircase where Venus, with one hand strategically | ]
placed upon her marble belly, gazed through the landing
window at her namesake pendant above the dim lawns.
It Wfis a few minutes past eight o’clock. Mrs Appleyard, .
ii’:;i fP:Ltie;lce in he.r study, with one ear cocked for the
vy Husseyetﬁ r::f c?m.mg up the gravel drive, decided to ask
P inside for a glass of brandy...therewas |

still enough left i, the decanter since the Bishop of Bendigo

ad lunched at
Mr H 1
proved hiﬁffﬁy’ OVt several years of experience, had
ey :) Punctual and entirely reliablg__g_lét_at 4
y thefg,r?,ndf?ther clock on the stairs, =
© Tom the card table and pulled the

the Hééami'stress' ros

- vat . i
in the kitchen, 1 o e bell, that jap led with authqrity
o 4

velvet cord of her pri

Mediately answered by Minnie, &
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rather re'd in the face. Mrs Applléyard, from whom the
housemaid stood at a respectful distance jn the doorway,
noted with disapproval the crooked cap. ‘Is Tom about
still, Minnie?’

‘I don’t know, Mum, I’ll ask Cook,’ said Minnie, who
had last seen her adored Tom half an hour ago, stretched
out in his underpants on the truckle bed in her attic raom.

“Well, see if you can find him and send him to me as
soon as you do.’

After two or three more rounds of Miss Milligan,
Mrs Appleyard, who normally despised the luxury of
cheating at patience, deliberately dealt herself a necessary
Knave of Hearts and went out on to the gravel sweep before
the porch, where a lighted kerosene lantern swung from

a metal chain. Against a cloudless dark blue sky the slate
roofs of the College glimmered like silver. In one of the

‘upstairs rooms a solitary light was burning behind a drawn

blind: Dora Lumle ff duty’and reading in bed.

The scent of stocks and sundrenched petunias

g on the windless air. At least the night was
fine and Mr Hussey a QLMQﬂhijéhgown;_All the saI.n;:
she wished ;l_(;ung Iggg ggg@_?gﬁ%nd, if only .m agree Wit

his Irish commonsense-that there was nothing to w;)rrl):
“abéﬁ; :r; E;{irag being nearly an hour late. S.he went t:;:?‘g
to the study and began another game of pane.nlcie,,h EedOCk
in thy When it struck f:‘n fel: ;:tqumﬂiE&%a

nd was informed kg
ou e ‘directly’.
e coach house and xgﬂc} be ther

was overpowerin,




At last came the beat of hooves on the hi'ghro 4 ;
perhaps half a mile away . . - no'W ey we.re Crossing Ovey.
the culvert . . . she could see lights moving on the dark
rrees. A chorus of drunken voices as the vehicle 8athereq
speed on the flat road and passed the College gates at 5 fas
trot — a dragload of revellers returning from Woodend, A
the same moment Tom, who had heard them too, presented
himself in carpet slippers and a clean shirt at the 0] dood

doo
'If Mrs Appleyard had a liking for anyone in her imm

diate orbit it was s_qrejy merry-eyed Irish Tom. No matter
Iwhat was asked of him, from emptying the pig bucket to
playing a tune on the mouthorgan for the maids, or drivi
the drawing mistress to the Woodend Station, it was all the
same to Tom. ‘Yes, Ma’am? You were after wanting me, so
Minnie was saying?’
Under the unshaded light of the p(’)rch the heav
. e: cileeks were the colour of tallow.
Is Appleyard, looking hj i
an answer }c,)ut of h?rl:llr\jvgitl:reiulil;r; tthe fac‘fda i
that My Hussey is shocking} lg >’e Mo
5 y late?
Is that 5 fact, Ma’am’

fold E
‘Tom,’ said

s if to scre

(H . g : ‘
"4y :rzr[c:mls.ed me falthfully this morning to have them
long Would};’zlught o'clock. It js Tow half past ten. How
say i g ;

s AV 1t takes to drive from the Hanging
‘Well, it’s 4 fair
‘Thlnk car f -
s efully, Please, Yo, are familiar withithe BB

Step from here , , »

‘Se}y three to th,

g :
be far gy s °¢and a half by and you wouldn’t
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‘Exactly. Hussey intended to leave the Picnic Grounds

soon after four o’clock. Directly after tea.’ The carefull

¢ carefully,
modulated College voice became suddenly raucous. ‘Don’t

stand there gaping at me like an idiot! What do you think
has happened?’

In the lilting Irish singsong that fluttered many a female
heart beside his Minnie’s, Tom was soothing at her side.
If the distraught face had rb’éérnrfeasbn;bly kissable, he
might even have dared a conciliatory peck on the flaccid
cheek, unpleasantly close to his well scrubbed nose. ‘Now
don’t you be distressing yourself, Ma’am. It’s five grand
horses he’s driving and him the best coachman this side
of Bendigo.’

‘Do you think I don’t know all that? The point is— have
they had an accident?’

‘An accident, Ma’am? Well, now, I never so much as
gave it a thought, such a fine nightand all . .

“Then you’re a bigger fogl than I thought! I know
nothing of horses but they can bolt. Do you hear me, Tom?
Horses can bolt. FMS_S&,W!’ It was
one thing for Tom to stall and cajole in the kitchen. Quite
another here in the front porch with the Headmistress
standing over him twice as large as life with her tall black 7
shadow behind her on the wall . ., ‘Ready to eat ‘me shev'v/
looked, he told Minnie afterwards, ‘and the devil of it was
I'knew in my bones the poor creature was right.” Greatly
a-a;il‘lvgxﬁe;{;ﬁi' hand on one grey silk wrist encircled by’a
heavy bracelet from which hung a blood red heart. ‘If ot d
come inside and sit down for a wee while, Minnie can bring

youacupoftea...
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Listen! What's that? God be praised, I can he,,
them now! the truth, at last: hooves on the highroad,
two itd:;scing lights, the blessed scrape of wheels as the
drag came slowly to halt at the College gates. ‘Woa there
Sailor . .. Duchess get over . . . Mr Hussey talking to his
horses in a voice almost gr}rec_qgnizably hoarse. From the
dark mouth of the drag the passengers came straggling oyt
one by one into the light of the carriage lamps fanning
out on to the gravel drive. Some crying, some sodden with
sleep, all hatless, dishevelled, incoherent. Tom had gone
bounding off down the drive at the first hint of the drag’s |
approach, leaving the Headmistress to dragoon her trem-

bling limbs into a commanding stance on the porch. First
to come stumbling towards her up the shallow steps was
the Frenchwoman, ashen under the light.
‘Mademoiselle! What is the meaning of all this?’
‘Mrs Appleyard - something terrible has happened.’
‘An accident? Spea up! I want the truth.
‘It’s all so dreadful . . . I don’t know how to begin.
‘Compose yourself. éﬂ'ﬂws
nQwhere-.. . And where jn Heaven’s name is Miss McCraw?’
‘We left her behind . . at the Rock.’

“Left her behind? Has Migs McCraw taken leave of
her senses?’

Mr Hussey wag
eyed girls. ‘Mrs Appl
I think the French
Mademoiselle, exh.
of the day, haq pas

pushing through the sobbing wild-
eyard, may I speak to you alone? . . .

austed with the strains and stresses
sed out on the hyj carpet. From the
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5 s
servants qugrte{s -M}Pmeﬂgr}d ‘Cook
removed caps and 5 2 |

K, who had long sinc
femoved caps and prf)ngvforria fitful ﬂsTeyctpi,‘ H;lgz:m:
running through the bajze door under t‘}ie>siai}~case, which
M,is,s VLB?]ICY in a purple dressing gown and curl papers
was descending w1tha[1‘§ﬁted candle. Smelling salts were

produced for Mademoiselie Jaxvld-Brandy, and with Tom’s
d off to her room, ‘Oh, the

help the governess wag carrie
poor things,’ said Cook, ‘they look worn out - whatever can
have happened at the p£§§:§2ﬁfck, Minnie, don't bother
asking the Madam, we’ll give them some of my hot soup.’

‘Miss Lumley . . . get these girls to bed immediately.
Minnie will help you . . Now, Mr Hussey.’ The door of
Mrs Appleyard’s sitting-room closed behind the broad still

magnificently upright weary back. ‘If I might have a drop

of spirits, Ma’am, before I begin.’ &E

“You may - I see you are exhausted . . . Now then, S
tell me as briefly and plainly as you can, exactly what has X S
happened.’ \55

‘My God, Ma’am, if only I could tell you @ou see,
that’s the worst of it . éﬁﬁbﬂ@xﬁ_@@, what’s happened. .
Three of your young ladies and Miss McCraw are missing
at the qukj_ ,
wﬁi’i)rtrtrractfromBen Hussey IS BV qnstable |
Bumpher of W50dend, on the morning of Sunday, Febrija :
teenth, at the Police Station. :‘
After the two teachers and myself realized that nobody!
in our party bad the correct time, both my own watch and

Miss McCraw’s having stopped during the drive out, it was

/e \Sped o)
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b at the College no later than eight o’clock. The F rench
b we should have some tea and cake after |

d arr(mged / j
Zldylmmessed up my horses as we had a fairly long driye
abead of us. I should say it was then about ha Libyee,

judging by thé way the shadows were moving on the Rock,

“—4s soon as my billies were boiling I went over to tell
the two ladies in charge that tea was ready. The elderly
teacher who had been sitting reading under a tree when
I bad last seen her, was not there. In fact, I never saw her
" again. The French lady seemed very upset and asked me if
- Lhad noticed Miss McCraw walking away from the camp,
. which I had not. She told me: ‘None of the girls saw which
way she went. I can’t understand her not being back bere
on time — Miss McCraw is such a punctual lady.’ I asked,
- if all the rest of my passengers were present and ready
t0 leave. She told me: “All but four. With my permission
 they went for a short walk along the creek so as to get a
closer view of the Hanging Rock. All except Edith Horton
are senior girls and very reliable.’ The three missing girls

ad travelled with me to the Picnic Grounds on the box
. seat. I knew them quite well, They were Miss Miranda

(I never heard her surname), Miss Irma Leopold and
Miss Marion Quade. |

I wasn’t Particularly worried so f1r - pui

- out by the delay iz getting away. I know that part of the

country pretty well 5
look in pai;

Coc; ) ef: them, in .pazrs, round about the creek on the flat,

8 and calling oy 4 they went. About an hour must

when the girl Edj

th e i
out of the scrup ,, Horton came runnin,
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nd I soon had the girls organized to : |

crying and laughing and ;s h

ripin 8 a7id er dress torn to ribbons,
I thought she was 8oingto have a fit of bysterics. She said‘she

had left the other three girls ‘somerwhere up there’, pointing
to the Rock, but seemed 1o have no idea in which direction,
We asked her over and over again to try and remember
which way they had gone, but all we could get out of her
Mﬂt she had got frighterned and had run back downbill
all the way. Luckily, I ahways carry some emergency brandy
in my flask. We gave her some and wrapped ber up in my
driving coat and Miss Rosamund (one of the senior girls)
took her off to lie down in the drag while we went on with
the search. I called all the girls back and counted them
and this time we went further afield - right up to the base
of the Rock on the southern elevation, trying to find Edith
Horton’s tracks but they had petered out almost at once on
stony ground. Without a magnifying glass it was impos-
sible to see anything in the way of a footprint. I\M
the scrub seemed to be disturdeia_ccept for a few yards
here she had come out on to the open ground and started
to run back towards our camp at the creek. For further
reference, we marked the opening between these trees with
some sticks. Meanwhile two of the senior girls had gone
off along the creek intending to make some e”q'“""'“ from
another picnic party whowere there when we arrived, b;fz;e
lunch, but they had put out their fire and left - pro ad y
while I was attending to my horses. Four people z.m a

A lonel Fitzhubert’s but did not
wagonette. I think it was Co Lof the girls said
actually see any of them 10 speak t0- Sever® /PR EEL R,
M Wﬂga”“’ttel dm:r:’ihaewwzite Arab pony
afternoon with the youn§ fellow
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iding behind. We must hm/f gonfz on calling and searching
for severdl hours. | Wﬁm"e
or four sensible people could dlzsapp ear SO RICRIy N
7 Zomparatively small area without some Rind of tragks,
[ am still just as mysti ed as | was yesterday afternoon,
“hs even the lowest and most accessible levels of the
Rock are exceedingly treacherous, especially for inexperi-
enced gifls in long summer dresses, I was afraid of lettiné
them out of my sight in case they got lost themselves what
with the holes and precipices and to my knowledge only
one over-grown track leading towards the summit, which
presumably the missing persons did not take, as I made a
point of looking there very thoroughly at the point where

it starts. There were no signs of crushed undergrowth,
r————

footprints, etc., either here or anywhere else.

As it grew later and darker — we bad no means of
knowing the time except by the sinking sun - we lit a
number of fires along the creek in such a way that they
could be seen from various angles by anyone on this side

of t;?(: R.ock. We also kept on cooeeing as loudly as we |
could singly and gl] together. 1 got the two billies and

beat on them with the crowbar I always keep in the drag
for emergencies.
end tlj)ydtehcl;ismz the French lady and I were at our wits’
news or to go ::1 ze thef to drive back to Woodend with the
the drag and m Z Ok'_ng' We had only the two oil lamps on
G atime, If sy e oD i upia folts dquure i
the Rock, whicl It;smg bersons were still somewhere on
they would by ; ad begun to doubt, without matches
" real danger after dark unless they had
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the sense to sit tight iy 4 cave until daylight, The French

lady and some of the girls were getting a bit hysterical and

1o wonder.
None of us had had so e as a cup of tea

.?mce lunchtime. We were to0 worried to think of making
it. We had some lemonade and biscuits and [ decided to
take the party back to the College without looking any
more that night.

I don’t honestly know if I did right to act as I did
but I take full responsibility for the decision. T am pretty
well acquainted with the three missing girls and I reckoned
that unless they had all three met with an accident which
seemed unlikely, Miss Miranda who is well used to the
Bush would bave kept ber head and found some safe place
to shelter for the night. As for the teacher, I hope for her
cwn sake she didn’t wander off on ber own. A knowledge //
of arithmetic don’t help much in the  Bugh.

T After calling inat the police stationat Woodend, on the

way home, and briefly informing the officer on duty what
d at the Hanging Rock, we drove to Appleyard
ention that

had occurre
College without further delay. I forgot to m
I made a careful investigation of the public lavatories

(Ladies and Gents) situated at the Picnic Grounds about

half way between the creek and the base of the Rock. There
ent use.

were no footprints or any other signs of rec

%,‘//’m\e a/;/w n
,y‘op/b/(? \l/C'
T

1 luk‘
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Collece! He had always, she remembered complacendy,
Cat;k L financial genius. Alread).f the College Wag
paying handsome dividends.. . . A few minutes l.ater, still i
the best of tempers, and determined to be gracious on thig
pleasant holiday afternoon, she appeared at the schoolroom
door. “Well, Sara, I hope you have learned your Poetry o
that you cangointo the garden for the rest of the afternoop,
Minnie shall bring you some tea and cake.’

The scraggy big-eyed child who had automatically  tisen
_from the desk when the Headmistress entered, was shifting

uneasily from one black stockinged spindle-shank to another,

‘Well? Stand up straight when you answer me, please, and
put your shoulders back. Yoy are getting a dreadful stoop. 1
Now then. Have you got your lines by heart’

‘It’s no use, Mrs Appleyard. I can’t learn them.’

I co‘ learn it eyey $0 much better
Sense? Yoy little g
— - Toulittle

1 Oramus! Fy;
that Mrs Felicia Hernaﬂ\x EYldemly el

Wof
An oias:?n:tcz ‘c)ivilfe - d.isbelief of Mrs Hemang’ genius.
Wﬁq know another b of poetry
“Th? I~II{hesperus”. Woulq tha:?j);;e“es. Much more than
‘:“Jéd&e'to S:ltnls thiS p(‘)em called?’
pointed fa;g@ﬂ@z??ﬁiﬂfor a moment the little
most pretty,
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: ’ B
. I am not .acquamted with it,” said the Headmistress,
with due caution, One couldn’t in her 0sition be 1o,

ions turned oyt to be Tennysq r
Shakespemrwlfér‘e‘ﬁm findit, Sara — this, er, Oge>
Tdidn’t find it. [ wrote it.’
“You wrote it? No,

careful; so m

I don’t wish to hear it, thank yoy,
Strange as it may seem, I prefer Mrs Hemany’, Give me your
book and proceed to recite to me as far as you have gone.
‘I tell you, I can’t learn that silly stuff if I sit here for
Lokl 710 NET SRR o o s St
‘Then you must g0 on trying a little longer, said
the Head, handing over the Reader, outwardly calm and
reasonable, and sick to death of the sullen tight-lipped child.
‘Mave you now, Sara, and expect you to be word
perfect when I send Miss Lumley in half an hour. Other-
wise, I am afraid I shall have to send you to bed instead of
sitting up until the others return for supper after the picnic.’
The schoolroom door closed, the key turned in the lock,
the hateful presence swept from the room.

Out in the gay green garden beyond the schoolroom the
bed of dahlias:quy\_{e_dAgs_if they were on fire, caught by
the late afternoon sun. At the Hanging Rock, Mademoiselle
and Miranda would be pouring out tea under the trees . . .
Resting her heavy head on the inkstained lid of the desk the
child Sara burst into wild angry sobs. I hate her . . . I hate
her ... Oh, Bertie, Bertie, where are you? Jesus, where are
you? If you are really watching the sparrows fall like it says
in the Bible, why don’t you come down and take me away?
Miranda says I mustn’t hate people even if they are wicked.
[ can’t help it, darling Miranda . . . T hate her! I hate her!’
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